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It became at last impossible for Uryen to remain quite un-
aware of what was going on his son's mind.
"Why do you hate me so, lad?" he brought out. "I don't ask
you to like me. Why should you ? But what—have—I—done
to you that you should look so stern at me, that you should
harden yourself so against me?"
He stopped and feed upon his son the full stare of his semi-
mortuus eyes, eyes which at that moment were so heavy with
majestic desolation that Dud found he could not bear to meet
their gaze.
And there came into our friend's consciousness a queer emo-
tion, such as he had only known once or twice before, when
because of some passing mood of hers he had felt unfathomable
bitterness towards Wizzie. It was an emotion of pure, blind,
desperate awareness of the infinite pathos of another's identity—
a feeling as if he were one kind of substance—stone, let us say—
sending forth a tragic vibration that beat against a different
kind of substance—iron, let us say—in a struggle to get at the
heart of its alien being.
"I'm sorry—Father^ murmured Dud in a low voice. These
words cost him a violent effort. Never indeed since his boyhood
had he uttered anything that so tore at his vitals. The effort of
it caused such a rush of blood to his head that his face burned;
and unclasping his hands from his knees he pressed the knuckles
of one of his fists awkwardly against his cheek.
"It means nothing to you, I suppose," were the words that
now proceeded from the swarthy countenance before him,
"what my experiences have been, any more than it meant to
your mother; and I'm not telling you this as a father speaking
to a son." He paused, a physical tremor crossed his face
that gave our friend more than ever the impression that the
man's whole physiognomy was*composed of some substance
that was extraordinarily malleable to the inner workings of his
spirit.
And the odd thing was, in spite of his recent rush of pity,
if "pity" was the word for it, the more wavering and discom-
posed, the more misty and vaporous, Uryen's face grew, the
harder and more bony did Dud's own skull feel in chemical
opposition.
"I suppose the idea of reincarnation is nothing to you," went
on the face in front of him. And so independent of the words

